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SONG OF DALLIANCE
HARK, my Flora! Love doth call us To that strife that must befall us. He hath robbed his mother's myrtles And hath pulled her downy turtles.
See, our genial posts are crowned, And our beds like billows rise: Sorter lists are nowhere found, And the strife's itself the prize.
Let not dark nor shadows fright thee; Thy limbs of lustre they will light thee. Fear not any can surprise us, Love himself doth now disguise us. From thy waist the girdle throw: Night and darkness both dwell here: Words or actions who can know, Where there's neither eye nor ear?
Show thy bosom and then hide it; Licence touching and then chide it; Give a grant and then forbear it, Offer something and forswear it; Ask where all our shame is gone; Call us wicked wanton men; Do as turtles, kiss and groan; Say "thou ne'er shalt joy again".34                 WILLIAM    GARTWRIGHT         1611-1643

SONG OF DALLIANCE
HARK, my Flora! Love doth call us
To that strife that must befall us.
He hath robbed his mother's myrtles
And hath pulled her downy turtles.
See, our genial posts are crowned,
And our beds like billows rise:
Sorter lists are nowhere found,
And the strife's itself the prize.
Let not dark nor shadows fright thee;
Thy limbs of lustre they will light thee.
Fear not any can surprise us,
Love himself doth now disguise us.
From thy waist the girdle throw:
Night and darkness both dwell here:
Words or actions who can know,
Where there's neither eye nor ear?
Show thy bosom and then hide it;
Licence touching and then chide it;
Give a grant and then forbear it,
Offer something and forswear it;
Ask where all our shame is gone;
Call us wicked wanton men;
Do as turtles, kiss and groan;
Say "thou ne'er shalt joy again".